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Courting by Letter.
little

&b
h saw," snid Mr |

Willoughby Vane, as lie turned from the
window for the fiftieth time that morning. (
“June,” he added, addressing his house- |
maid, who was clearing away the breakfast
things, have you any idea who the people |
are who have taken old Mr. Adderly's
house opposite 9

“Well, yes, siry if you please,’ returned
the housemaid. 1 met their cook at the
groeer's the other day, and she said that
her muster's name was Black—Capting
Choker Black—and that he was staying
there on leave of absence with his wife and
daughter, sir.”

“Ob, indeed! Did she happen to mon-
tion the young lady’s name 2"’

“**Yes, sir.  She called her Miss Eva.”

“Eva! Whata charming name "' mur-
mued Willonghby to himself ; and then
he added alond :

“What will do, Jane thank you."

Mr. Willonghby Vane was a bachelor
twenty-eight yewrs old, rich indolent and
tolerably good-looking. He lived with a
widowed mother in a pleasant house on the
Clapham road, and, having nothing else to
do, hind fallen desporately in love with his
pretty neighbor, and anxiously songht an
apportunity for an introduction,
hiwving disecovered the

HE is veally the prettiest

creature I ever

However |
name of his fair |
enchantress, e determined to address her
anonymously by lettey,

Having decided wpon taking this step,
the next thing to be done was to put it into
execution ; and, having shut himsell np in
his little study, after many futile attempts
he suceeeded in Mruming an' epistle 1o the
Indy to his satisfoction ; begging her, if
shie valued his peace of mind, fo retwin
nn answer to “W. V., Tho Postoffice,
Clapham-common.”  That done, he went
ont for a walk, and dropped the letter into
the nearest box,

Regularly three times a day, for a week
afterward, he ealled at the postoffice to see
whether an answer had  arvived for him.
As the week advanced, Willoughby hbogan
to lose lis appetite, and grew so0 restloss
and irritable, that Mrs. Vane, like a fond
mother, fancied that her dear boy was un-
well, and begged him to consult their
nedical attendant. Bub hor son laughed
at the idea, knowing well that lis com-
plaint woas beyond the doctors skill to
ure,

He was beginning to despair of ever re-

eiving & veply, when to his great dolight
pn the seventh morning, o letter was hian-
ed to him by the post-mistress, written ik
pdainty female hand, and addressed to
“W. V.”" Almost unnble to counceal his
pmotion, ho quitted the shop, broke open
10 soal, and drank in the contents,

They were evidently of a pleasing nature
or he vead the letter over again, kissed

o envelope, put itin his breast-coat pocket

nd burried home to ses his inpmorata
poking out of the window of the opposite
ome, as usunl,
For & moment his fivst impulse was
0 saluto her respectfully ; but immediately

erward he bethought himself that as he
as still incag., the young lady would per-
aps, feel insulted by the action. Besides
ow could she have any idea that he was
W. V.#? 8o he wont indoors, and amused

| to

]

! himsolf for three hours in inditing o reply
to her lotter, which he posted the same
afternoon, and, in due course, a second

‘ answer arvived,

And so matters went on, a constant in-
terchange of lettera hoing  kept up for
fortnight, duriog which time My, Wilbugh-
by Vaune spent his days in ranniiges and
from the postoffice, writing and” whtching

[ his fair neighbor from the window of the

| dining-room.

*Confound it 1" he would somgtimes say
himself. “How very proveking the

dear girl is ! 8he will never look this way.

I do wish I could catch her l'.\-'-':;'ii'un!y for

amoment.  What a horridly ;-",G'll/r-lm:king

old erab the motheris ! Depend upon it

Willoughby, that poor child is anything

but happy at home with those two old fo-

gies, Indeed her letters hint

And having given vent to his

i

nmuch,
feclings, he
would put on his hat and walk to the post-
office or shut hlmsell in lis roomn, and com-
pose another note to his ** Dearest Eva.™

At length, three months having flown
rapidly away in this mauner, he received a
letter one morning from the young lady
which_ran as follows :

H

“To W. V.—8ir: As it is uscless to con-
tinue a correspondence in this muatner, I
think it is now time for you to throw off
yonr incognito, and reveal your true name
and position to one to whom you are not
totally indifferent. Believe me  that noth-
ing inspires love like mutunl confidence.
Prove to me that I have not been impru-
dent in answering your letters Ly at once
informing me who yon ave. It is with no
feeling of idle curiosty T ask this, simply
for our muatoal satisfaction,

“ Yours, &e., Eva.’

To which Willoughby replicd by return
of post :

“DreanestT Eva: If you will permit me
to call yon so! Have you not for weeks
past observed a yonng man with his hair
brushed back, anxiously watching vou.
from the window of the opposite liouse?
And, although you have not apparvently ta-
ken the slightest notice of him, I trust that
his features are not altogether repulsive to
you. I am that individual,

Charmed by the graceful magle of thine eye,

Dy after day T watel and dredm ; and sigh;

Wateh thee, dreéam of thee, sigh for thee alone,

Fair star of Clapham—imay I add, my own?

To quote with some alterntions, the noble

| stunza of the poet Brown. Ana now I have

a favor.  Whenever you see me ab the win-

[dow, tuke no mnotice of me at present,

lest my mother should observe it.  Inafew
days she will be going out of town, and
then we van throw ofl all vestraint.  7ill
then, adieu! Adiou, my adorable one,
adieu! My eyes are ever on you. Your
own “WinLovauny Vaxe,'

To which epistle come the following an-
swer !

“Dean Smn: Your explanation is per-
fectly satisfactory, 1 may also add that
your features are not at all repulsive to

Eva."
What o delightiul Jittle
girl she is 1" gjnculated Willoughby.

Aud he went out, ordered a new suit of
clothes, and had his hair out.

* Wiily,”” said Mrs. Vane to her son the
next morning; **1 do wish you wounld do
something to improve your mind, and not
wasto your time by looking out of the win-
dow all day as you have lately done. Come
and read the pavlimentary debates (o me, if
you have nothing else to do,”

The worthy lady was a red hot politician,
and for three mortal hours she kept him at
this delightful task ; at the expiration of
which time he sucoeeded in escaping to his
own room, where he wrote the following
note to Eva :

“ Bless hier !

“Dranssr Eva: T am overjoyed at the
contents of your brief communication. 1f,
as yon say, my features are not altogether
répulsive to you, may I hope that you will
consent to be mine—mine only?

WiLrovanny,”

Back came the reply next morning :

“Drar Winrovessy ¢ Your reply has
miulo me foel very happy. It is very dull
hero ; no sopiety except father and mother,

I long for more congenial companionship,
Thine, Eva”

In this delightful manner the days flew
on—haloyon days, too, they were for Wil-
loughby, and sweetened by the interchange
of this, and other loverlike COTTESPON-~
dence. On the following Monday morn.

N

friends in Devonshire, leaving her son to
leep house at home. That same afternoon
one of Capt. Black's servants bronght the
following note for Willoughby :

“ Wirum : Have you any objections to
my telling my dear father all? Matters
have gone so far that it will be impossible
for either of ns to retraet what we have
written. Lot us take pupa intoe onr confi-
dence, T know his kind and generons na-
ture well, and higve no fear that he will op-

pose our union.  Pray, send me a line by
bearer, Eva”

The answer was as follows: _

“My Owx Eva: Do whatever sgn con-
sidder best, My fate is in your hands. If
your papa shonld refuse his consent, I—
But T will not think of avything so dread.
ful.  Fear not that T shall ever retract.—
Life without yon would be a desert with
no oasis to hrighten it, |

Yours until death, Winroveusy.”

That evening, just as Willoughby had
finished dinner, he héard a loud double-
knock at the strect-door ; and on its beiuny |
opened a strange voice inquired, in a loud. |
tone : |

*Is Mr. Willonghby Vane st Bome 9" l

His heart beat violontly as Jaune, cnter- |
ing the room, said :

A gentleman wishes to spenk to you in
the libvary, sir,”

And she handed him a card, inscribed
“Capt. Choker Black, C. B, . M.’s 1,
T04th foot,"

T will be with him in a moment,” said
Willonghby ; and he swallowed o couple
glasses of sherry, to nerve him for the in.
terview.

“Capt. Chioker Black, 1believe,’ hesaid, |
as hie entered the library,

“ Your sexrvant, sir,"" said the gallant cap-
tain, who, glass in hand, was Dusily en-
gaged in scrutinizing an engraving of the |
battle of Navarino. y

“Your servant, sir. Have I the pleas-
ure of addressing Mr. Willonghby Vane 9"

Willongliby bowed.

“Then, sir," of course, you know the
business that has brought me here $*?

Tenibly nervous, and scareely knowing
what answer to make, our horo bowed again.

S Come, come,
speak out !

don't be afraid
|
My daughter ias made me hor

Lo

confidant, o let there be
tween us,

no  reserve  be- |
Eya Liats told me all 1!

Here poor Willonghboy blushed up to
the roots ol his hair,

“You see I know all about it ; you have
fullen i sperately in love with the joor
girl 5 and although youn have never ex-
changed two words together, you are al-
ready engaged to be maried.  Very expe-
ditious, upon my word ! THa! ha! ha!—
Pray exense mo for laughing, but the idea
is somewhat comical.”

As the eaptain appeared to be in a very
good humor, Willoughby's courage began
to rise,

“Don't mention it, siv. You ire
father, and have o vight to do what
please.

her |
you
But 1 sincerely trust that you haye
no objection to the offer ** ‘

“1v None! Believe me, Tshall he de-
lighted to see my Eva comfortably settled.
But hark ye, sir, business is business, Tam
a plain, blant man, and fifty yoars' sojourn
with ora’s regiment In India doesn't help
to polish one, First of all, then, what are
your prospects '

And the enptain drew a note hook from
his pocket, and provee {o e our
hero as if hie was in a court of justice,

“You are an only son, 1 believe 9

“1 am.”

“Good."" And down went the note
the pocket- ok,

“Your age

* Twenty-eight next birthday.”

“Twenty-eight. Good.
tution healthy 2"

“I believe so. 1 have had the measles,
whooping-cough, and mumps."”

* Disorders peouliar to infuncy. Good.”
And the eaptain scribbled away again,

““Are you engaged in any business or
profession P ’

“ None."

*Then how on earth do you live ¢

ol

in

1s your consti-

: < ' ‘f & . . *
ing Mrs. Viané left fown on a vigit to some |

[ that.

| and be happy.

*Un my private income, captain,’

*“Then all T can say is, you're an uncom-
monly lucky fellow to be able to subsist on
I only wish 1 could,
amount of your income 2

‘“ About seven limndrad a year."

*“1s it in house property, shares in limi-
ted companies, or the funds?  If in public
companies I should be sorry to give two
years' purchase for the lot.*

*In the new 4 per conts.

HGood. T ihink I may say very good.—
What sort of a temper are you?" |

“Well, that’s a rather difficult question

What is the | no doubt.

Lo auswer,” said Willoughby, smiling for |

the fivst time.

**Hang it, sir, not at all 1" retumed the
captain.  “If any one asked me my tem-
per.  Ishould say * Hasty, sir—confound-
ly hasty I And Ohoker Black’s prond of
it, sir—proud of it !’

loughby, Liqlkl!j-.

“Temper average," answered Willough-
by, timidly,

“Teper uvernge,” snid the Captain,
Jjotting it down. I think these are about
all the questions I have to ask you. You
know my daughter by sight "

“I have had the pleasure of gecing her
frequently, from the window, sir.”

““And you think you would be happy,

with her?”

“Thinlk, captain. T am certain of it.”

“Very good. Now harkey, Mr, Wil-
longhby Vane, Marry her, trowt hor - well,
Neglect her, Dblight her
young affetions by harshness or cruelty,
and hang me, sir, if' T don’t riddle you with
bullets, Gad! sir, I'ma man of my word,
and I'll do what I say, ag sure as my namo
is Choker Black."

“1 have no fearon that score, captain.
Unite her to me, and if a life of devo-
tion—""

“I know all about that,”” said the cap-
tain, * Keep your flue phrases for the
girl’scars.  Give ma your hand, sir,
taken a faney to youn."

“Youtlatter me, captain.’

I've

* Hang it, siv, no; Choker DBlack never
indulges in flattery. Don't be afraid to
grasp my Land, sir; it's yours so long as [
find you plain-sailing and straightforward.

““'What a contrast,” thonght Willough
by, “ between mother and daughter,’

*Annie, my dear, Mr. Vane is nervous,
Let us
leave the young people together ; ond  he'll
soon find his tongue then, I'll wager,’” the
captain said, addressing the younger ef
the two ladies, who immediately rose from
hor seat.

You know the adage,

“ Btay, for—ihere is some mistake hiere, '’

said Willonghby., *This lady is—'" anl
he pointed to the gaunt female,
“My daughter, sir "' said the captain.

“My daughter by my flrst wife.”
“ And this—" gjnculated our hero, turn

| ing to the young lady,

“Is my second wife, sir.”

My, Willoughby Vane fled from Lis home
that night. About & month later his a'.
most broken-hearted mother received n let-

| ter from him explaining the whole affair;
““Bay abont the average,’ auswered Wil-

and the post-mark bore the words off Mon-
treal, Canada.

——ee

Revolutionary Aneedote,

AN old lady used to relate the followiy
anecdote of her Revolutionary remem-
brance :

The afternoon of one ef the last days vi
1776 when I was a few months short of #
years old, notice came to Townsend, Massa-
chusetts, where my father used tolive, that
fifteon soldiers were wanted.,

The training band was instantly called
out,. and-my-brother-that was the next old-
er than I, was one that was selected, e
did not return till late at night, when all
were in bed. When I rose in the morning 1
found my mother in tears, who infornmad
g that my brother Jolin was to march

t day after to-morrow morning at sun-
rise. My father was at Boston, in the
Masgachusetts Assembly. Mother said that
though John was supplied with summer
clothes, he must be absent seven or eight
months, and wounld suffer from want of
winter garments. There were ut this time
no stores, and no articles to be had except
such as each family could make itsell. The
sight of my mother’s tears always bronght
all the hidden strength of the budy and
mind to action. I immediately asked what
garments were needful.  Shereplied *“ pan.

But; if ever I suspect yon of any artitiee op | taloons,

dectption, I'll knock you down with 1t.—
Bonow I hope we perfectly understand
each other.”

*One word mo," said Willoughby.—
“Am 1 ro understand that you consent to
our nnion,"

“Certninly,. You can be
morrow, if you please.

wmarried fo-
Bir, the lappiness

o 1y dear ehild is my first consideration,

| Gad, sir, T am nota biute, not one of those
|

unnatural parents people road of in novels.
Choker Black may be a flre-cater in the
field 3 but at any rate he

knows how to

treat his own flesh and lood.”?

“ Oaptain, you overwhelm me with grati-
tude,”

“Bay no more alout it. Clap on your
hat and come across the road with me, and
Il introduce you to my daughter at once.”

Scarcely knowing what he was about,
Willonghby did as he was told. They
crossed the road together, and the captain
opened his door with a lnteh-key,

*One inoment, if yon please,” said Wil
longhiby, who was titivating bis hair gpd
arranyging his cravat,

‘“ Are youready now "
tain.

“ Quite.”

My, Willonghiby Vane,”' evied the cap-
tain, usheving our hero into the drawiug-
room. Then, waving his hand, he added,
“Allow me to introduce you to my wife
and daughter.”

Willoughby loeked exosedingly foolish
u8 he bowed to the two ludies. On a couch
by the fiveside sat his enchuntross, looking
more bewitching than ever ; her vis-a-vis be-

usked the cap-

[ ing the tall, thin, angular woman in black
| that he had frequently noticed from over

the way.

l

0N, is that is all we will spin and weave
him a pair before he goes,”

‘Tt snid my mother, “the wool is
on the sheep's back, and the sheep are in
pasture, "’

I immedintely turned to a younger broth-
er and buade him take a salt<dish and cal)
them to the yard.

Mother replied, ** Poor child, there ar
no sheepsshears within three miles,”

1 have some sinall shears at the loom.'

“ Put we can't spin and weave it in so
short o time."’

“T wm certain we can, mother."’

“How can you wewve it? Thore
long web of linen in the loom."

# No matter, 1 can find an empty loom. ™
By this time the sound of the slheep made
me quicken my steps townrd the yard, 1

is n

| requested my sister to bring me the wheel

and cards while I went for the wool, |
went into the yard with my brother aud se.
cured a white sheep, from which I sheared,
enough for a web ; we then let her go witl
the vest of her flegco. T sent the wool in
by my sisler, Luther ran for @ bluck sheep,
and held her while I eut off wool for my
{illing and balf the warp, and then we al-
lowed her to go with the remaining part o1
hey flecce.

The good old lady further observad that
the wool thus obtained was duly carded
and spun, washed, sized, and dried ; aloom
wis found a fow doors off; the web got in,
wove, and prepared, out and made two o
three hours before the brother's departure
—tlhint is to say, in forty hours from the
commencement, without help from any
modern improvement.

The good old lady closed by saying, *1
felt no weariness, 1 wept not, 1 was serving
my conntry, I wos relioving mother, 1 was
proparing a garment for my darling brother.

he garment being finished, 1 rétired and

wopt till my overcharged aund bursting
heart was relieved.”

This brother was perbaps, one of Gener-
al Btark's soldiers, and with such n spirit to
cope with, need we wonder that Burgoyne
did not execute his threat of marching inte
the heart of Amevien?




